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an arrangement 


When Rick found Jon, he was curled around a glass of beer nearly as big as he was. 


"Didn't think I'd find you in a bar," Rick commented casually. "I've been looking through the park for nearly an 


hour." 
"Didn't want to go to the park," Jon mumbled. 


"Come on, little Napoleon" Rick could see him flinch, just a little, at the nickname. "What's eating you?" But even 


as he asked, he knew the answer. Stress, plain and simple. He could see it in the set of Jon's shoulders. 
"Nothing." 
"Out with it," Rick nudged Jon's foot underneath the table. 


Jon heaved a sigh and delayed his answer by taking a long swig of ale. "I just have to do a lot of things, 
aright? Got a lot on my plate.” 


Rick nearly suggested that Jon hand the reins of responsibility over to someone else, but no, the little 
Lancashire lad would never do that. "Why don't you do some deep breathing, eh? Or have the Fish pour you a 
bubble bath?" 

"Don't be silly." 

He could see that Jon was headed for a Mood, one that would make everyone useless. "Well, just let me know if 
there's anything | can do." He got up and walked away, and did not see Jon's eyes lingering thoughtfully on his 
back. 


The next night, Jon knocked on his door. Rick answered it, confused. The small man stood there, energized, 


bouncing on the balls of his feet. His eyes seemed brighter. 
"Help you?" Rick offered 

"Do you know, | think you might just be the man Can | come in?" 
Uh - sure" 


Rick offered him a seat on the worn-out couch, but Jon chose to perch on the ottoman instead. "So. What can 


| do you for?" 


A sudden flash of nervousness in Jon's eyes. "Ah. You know how |-" his Lancashire accent was getting thicker. 


Rick was going to have to wade through the words. "How I've been so..tense lately." 

sac 

"Well, | think it's because | have to be in charge of everything all the time. And | don't want to be. 
A flash of fear went through Rick "Are you quitting the band?" 


"No! No, that's not it at alll" He tapped his slim fingers against his knee. "I like being in control of things. Makes 


everything flow more smoothly, no matter what Bill says. But | don't like being in control..everywhere 
Rick was confused. "Everywhere?" 

‘Such as..intimately" Jon batted his eyelashes a little bit 

"What does this have to do with me?" Rick wasn't getting it. He couldnt. There was no way Jon wanted- 


"You're big, and strong, see. But you're so sweet and kind, Ricky, even though you eat meat. You'd never hurt 


me! - unless | asked you to." 


"Are you asking me?" The idea was preposterous. He shouldn't even be entertaining it. Hurt Jon? He couldn't 


hurt Jon He wouldn't 

Would he? 

ad 

"So, what, like - the shite you see in porn? Spank the naughty schoolboy’ 
"Might not be a bad place to start." 

"Whips and chains, all that kinky stuff?" 

"IF you like. 


Rick sighed, rubbing a hand over his face. He had always liked Jon, of course - more than liked him. Desired 
him. That might be the right word. But this, this was on another level from anything he might have imagined 
alone, at night, after a few drops too many. "I - I'll have to think on it some. This isn't the sort of decision you 
can just-" 


"| understand,” Jon said quietly. He rose to leave. "Take as much time as you need. And it won't affect the band 
or anything, either way. | promise." He paused at the door, blushing shyly for one moment. "If you'd be so kind 
as to not tell anyone about-" 


"No! No, of course not." He felt his lips pull up to a smile. "Our little secret" 


Rick and Jon stayed on at practice after the others had left - at Steve's suggestion, actually, since they stil 
had a bit of harmony left to pound out. They fiddled with the melodies and harmonies, quietly tweaking the last 
confounding syllables of lyrics. Jon was drinking juice out of a mason jar - all-natural and sticky-sweet. 
Probably cost more than the tree it came from. He put it down by his elbow, reached over a minute later for 


a sheet of paper, and - knocked the glass over. All over Rick's keyboard. 


"Shit!" Rick exploded, or maybe he'd said ‘damn’ or ‘fuck’ He looked around the room and saw no means of 
cleaning up the juice before it could damage the precious inner workings. So he ripped his shirt off over his 


head, tipping the keyboard to let the juice drain off before wiping it clean 
‘I'm sorry.." Jon said, after a minute. Quietly. Contritely. 


"No, it's fine, it-" Rick looked over at Jon, and stopped. The elfin man was standing there, hands clasped behind 
his back, head tilted down, gaze darting from the floor to Rick and back again. One foot scuffed the ground. 
Quite suddenly, Rick could understand how someone could want to be punished. How someone could want to 


punish someone, for punishment's own merits, and not in recompense for any act. The juice hadn't damaged the 


keyboard. It might be a little sticky for a few days, but nothing it hadn't seen before. 
"This is a valuable piece of equipment, Jon" He must look ridiculous without his shirt. 
"| know." 

"If it had been damaged, we might not have been able to replace it" 

| know. I'm sorry, | didn't mean to." 


"Maybe not, but you were still careless." He didn't know how his voice had gone so deep, why he was standing 
so straight when he'd always slumped before. But Rick knew better than to fight the current. Rather, you 


swam along with it. "You've been bad, Jon. You need to be taught a lesson" 


Jon whimpered a little bit, but didn't protest. In fact, he nodded, a tiny movement of his head that caused his 
curls to shiver and shake. Rick sat down in the chair, watching every movement of Jon's face. There was fear, 
but only flashes - mostly it was heat, and curiosity, and - dare he think it? Some strange little glee that the 
little man was finally getting what he wanted? Yes, there was just a hint of glee bouncing across Jon 


Anderson's perfect features. 
"Come here." Rick patted his lap. "Bend over my knee. There's a good lad" 


Jon did so without fuss. He was warm - almost burning through Rick's trousers, it seemed. He could smell the 


scent of fruits and flowers. Here, now, Napoleon was at his mercy, as he'd never thought possible. 
And that arse. 


He trailed his finger's down Jon's back, over the woven cotton of his loose shirt, down to the soft, rounded - 
almost womanly, Rick thought, not that he had extensive experience in that department - arse. He spread his 


fingers, had a squeeze, had another. Damn. 


He was a large man, Rick was, and well aware of it. Well aware of his strength, too. He'd never raised his hand 
to another person before - not like this, anyhow - but he raised it now and brought it down again, landing with 
a thud on Jon's bum. Jon twitched, wriggled a little, but made no sound. 


Hmm. 

Try and try again, Rick supposed. He brought his hand down again, with the same amount of force as before. 
Again, the same reaction. The third time, he drew a sigh from Jon. Again and again, he brought down his blows, 
a little more of his considerable strength seeping out with each strike. He enjoyed it more than he thought he 
might, but felt a craving for something other than the dull thuds he was getting with Jon's jeans in the way. 


"Stand up for a moment, dove," Rick said, voice deep and rumbling. Jon slowly rose, cocking his head to the side, 


confused. "Oh, I'm not done with you yet. Take off your trousers." 


Jon nodded, and obeyed, putting on the show of not putting on a show. Belt undone, slid out, button popped, 
zipper down, inch by tantalizing inch. There he stood before Rick, half-stripped, short legs looking like they had 


been sculpted from ancient Greek marble, bleached to perfection over countless centuries. 


"Now come back," Rick ordered, and Jon bent back into his previous position And if Rick had thought he was 
warm before, now he was burning, bare flesh separated from Rick's by a single layer of cloth. Cheap cloth, to 


boot. And if he'd thought Jon had a great arse before - well, here it was, bared in all its beauty. 


He spanked Jon again, and the resounding smack startled both of them. Jon jerked, and squeaked. Rick kept his 
cool because that was his job. He was in charge of this situation, and dammit, he was going to put another 
handprint on Jon's ass. He liked the way Jon's skin felt against his palm, liked the way it moved, the way it 
warmed up, the way he left red marks on a white field. And he really liked the sound his spanking made. 


Jon was whimpering now, rising in pitch with each strike. And something else of his was rising, too. Rick could 
feel it against his thigh. As he moved against Jon, Jon moved against him, attempting to grind his cock against 
Rick's leg, to get a bit of that sweet friction, just enough to take the edge off. 


"No," Rick said sternly. "This is not about getting off, this is about teaching you to be more considerate." Of 
your juices, he wanted to say, but that would have been too, too silly. He spanked Jon again, hard, several 
times, making sure it was more than just a whisper of pain. It hurt, it did. He stopped when Jon was a 
shivering, whimpering wreck - not crying, but close. And Jon sighed again, but this time it was a sigh of relief. 


Jon relaxed. 


"Good boy," Rick whispered, rubbing his bruises gently, checking to make sure they weren't too severe. "Stand 


up. Careful, now." 

The little man rose to his feet. Rick nodded to his trousers, lying lonely on the floor. "Put those back on" While 
Jon assembled himself and adjusted his hair, Rick took another look at his keyboard, giving it a quick test. 
Everything was in working order. 

‘lm sorry," Jon said quietly, gesturing to the keyboard. "I'll be more careful next time." 

"I know you will," Rick said warmly, dropping a quick kiss at the top of Jon's curls. "Now, do you think you can 
concentrate so we can finish up this damn song and then go for a pint?" 


Jon next approached him in the hallway of their Paris hotel, the afternoon before a show. 


"Rick," he said quietly, eyes darting up and down the corridor. "Remember what | said about being very put- 


upon?" 


"Yes, of course." Rick was getting better at catching on to Jon. "Do you need me to relieve you? A repeat of 
last time, perhaps?" 


"No, no. Well, yes, | suppose, but - but | think | need something more." 
Rick blinked. "Something more?" He was going to have to get creative. 
Jon looked up at him like he was the only hope left in all the land. "Can you-?" 


"Come to my room after the show," he decided, already planning ahead. He had a few hours to gather his 
materials before he had to be at sound check. 


He didn't know Paris all that well, but fortunately, the concierge did, and as in most of the hotels the band 
stayed in, he was well-trained enough to give directions nonjudgementally. Rick found what he was looking for - 
and a few extras besides - in a small shop in a basement off a busy thoroughfare, with tinted windows and 
neon decoration. He brought his loot home in a discreet brown paper bag and stashed it in his room. And then, 


it was time for a show. 

Jon gave him one. 

Rick found himself quite grateful for his keyboards - they blocked certain troublesome parts of his anatomy 
from public view. That had never been necessary before, but there was Jon, strutting around stage in his 
stupid white trousers that left nothing to the imagination. And Rick had been imagining quite a bit. 

His behavior tonight was different, Rick could tell. Not that Jon was one of those screaming, writhing rock- 
and-roll frontmen. Never was, never had been. Too gentle for such things, he was. But there was a hint of 
spice to his usual sugarcream elf-prince act. A twist of hips. A slide of hands up and down the mic stand. And 
constant, furtive glances to his little keyboard cube. Oh, Rick was going to get him for this later. Get him good. 
Jon got him first. 


Right after the show - before the lights had even faded, certainly before the hubbub of fans and press and 
backstage passes - Jon grabbed his hand and yanked him into a closet. 


"You were looking at me, Ricky, you were watching," he babbled. "You liked what you saw, hmm?" 
"Of course," Rick said guardedly. One of them had to be in control here. 


"l'm sorry, | didn't mean to cause you troubles," Jon said, accent rolling. "Oh, let me take care of you, please, 


please?" 


"And here | was thinking | was the one supposed to take care of you," Rick said, clenching his teeth as Jon 


skimmed his hand over the bulge in his trousers. 
Jon dropped to his knees. 


"Aren't you supposed to be the shy maiden I'm supposed to woo and court and win over with treats and 
flowers?" Rick couldn't help but ask as Jon made quick work of his belt. 


"I aml" Jon protested, but it was too late. Rick had seen the truth of it. He grinned crookedly. If that was how 


Jon wanted to play, well, he was game. 


"Shut it, boy," he growled, voice gone into that deep, commanding range he was finding much easier to access. 


"Better yet - I'll make you." He curled a hand tightly into Jon's curls and guided him toward his cock. 


At first, Jon tried to tease him, running his tongue in slow, madcap patterns up and down and around his shaft, 
but Rick's fingers tugged at his hair in chastisement. "Don't you fucking dare, slag. We've got to be back 


onstage in ten minutes." 


Jon opened his mouth, relaxed his throat, and took him in slowly, inch by inch, getting himself used to Rick's 
girth. Rick allowed this - for a little while. 


"Come on, take it all," he whispered harshly. "I know you can" 


Jon looked up at him, eyes wide, palms spread over Rick's thighs. Rick grinned, hand still entangled in the soft, 
girlish curls, and relaxed, letting himself thrust slowly and shallowly into Jon's wet and willing mouth. Jon dug 

his fingers into Rick's leg, attempting to keep up his fancy oral tricks, but eventually, he had no choice but to 
let Rick fuck his mouth with wild abandon, chasing down his release. 


"Fuck yeah, that's good," Rick groaned. "Can you swallow? You can't go out there with jizz in your hair. Might 
not go over so well with the fans." 


Jon made some sort of acquiescent sound and Rick took that as a sign to let himself go, which he did, all down 
Jon's throat. 


When Rick pulled away to zip himself back up, Jon's hair was mussed and his face was smeared. Rick thought 


he looked very pretty. 


"| suggest you splash some cold water on your face before going back out there,’ Rick whispered, patting the 
bulge in Jon's pants. "Make yourself presentable. And don't forget - come to my room after the show." He 
started to turn the door handle, thought better, and leaned back to whisper a single word in Jon's ear. 


"Slut! 


The knock on the door came exactly when Rick expected it to. He opened it, allowed Jon to tiptoe over the 
threshold, checked the hallway to make sure he hadn't been seen, and locked it. 


| was going to take it easy on you, but you need to be disciplined for your behavior today." Rick grinned. "And 
if you're good, I'll give you a present." 


"A present?" Jon perked up. Who didn't love getting gifts? 
"Mmm." Rick booped Jon's nose. "Strip." 


He watched Jon peel off his garments, shy as a woodland creature, pale as moonlight. He was finding it much 
easier to slip into this mindset, each time he growled an order or struck a blow. "Turn around and put your 
hands against the wall." 


Jon obeyed, and Rick took a minute to appreciate the way his dark, ruffled hair contrasted against his bare 
flesh. The way the muscles of his back twitched and danced. 


Rick opened the paper bag, selecting one of his purchases. At the crinkling sound, Jon attempted to turn his 
head to get a peek, but turned back upon being chided by Rick. Too late. He'd gotten a look at what Rick was 
holding, and he tilted his head so that his hair fell in place to hide his smile. 


It was called a flogger, the talkative and extremely helpful clerk had told him. Not a whip - he'd need training 
before he could properly use a whip without damaging Jon, and that was the last thing Rick wanted to do. No, 
the clerk had assured him, the flogger was what he wanted. So Rick had bought the most expensive one in the 
shop - and it was a beauty, all sleek and black and perfected leather. God bless gay Paree. 


He hefted it, felt its comforting weight in his hand. And then he took a deep breath, and swung, the tails hitting 
Jon's ass with a gratifying thwack 


Jon jumped a little bit, mostly at the shock of the sensation than from any real pain. Rick was starting out 
lightly, as he'd expected. The leather was cool, but his skin, where it touched, was hot. Rick hit him again It felt 


like a caress. 


Rick's whole focus, the whole world, narrowed down to him and Jon He decided that while Jon's ass was quite 
enhanced by the stripes of pink (not red. Rick wanted to avoid red), if he struck any more, the next day's plane 
ride would be awkward to say the least, and painful to say the worst. He looked for a new target, and found it. 


He stepped forward, and Jon tensed - not out of fright, but from the need to listen, and listen carefully, as he 
tried to figure out what Rick would do next without breaking the rules and looking at him. He felt Rick step 
forward, heard the air move. Strong fingers, delicate enough to play the most intricate sonata, brushed his 
hair off his back and over his shoulders, leaving him completely exposed from behind. Jon shivered and grew 


aroused. 


Rick pressed a kiss to the sharpest point of his shoulderblades and stepped back. He extended his arm, flicked 
his wrist - it was so easy - and almost as if by magic, a criss-crossed pattern, strips of rosebloom, 
feathered its way across Jon's back until it looked like he had wings, curled up tightly to his body. 

Smack! 

Jon bounced on the balls of his feet. 

Smack! Smack! 

His fingertips scrabbled against the wall. 

Smack! 

A pause between the blows, to let the pain ripen to its fullest point, and just when it began to fade - 

Smack! 

Jon thought it was wonderful that leather so soft could produce such a sharp and exquisite pain. He thought it 


was wonderful how Rick was so strong and so gentle. Those hands that could play music for hours and hours 


could play him for hours and hours. 
He didn't think his body could last for hours and hours. 


Rick seemed to know this, because just as Jon reached the peak of pain-pain-adrenaline-gasp, he stopped. 
Dropped the flogger on the dresser and ran his fingertips over Jon's still-twitching muscles. 


"You did so good," he said gently, dropping kisses all over Jon’ shoulders. "How do you feel?" 
"G-good," Jon said shakily. "But.um.." 

Rick glanced down. Ah, yes. "I said | had a present for you, didn't I?" 

Jon turned around, nodding eagerly. "Oh, yes!" 

"Get on the bed Make yourself comfortable” 


Jon did so eagerly, curling up against piled-up pillows, the surface of his back still sore. Rick handed him the 
paper bag and sat in the chair opposite the bed. 


"Go on. Open it" 


Jon tore at it eagerly and carefully drew out a bottle of lubricant and a well-crafted dildo that, although he 


didn't know it, was just about the size of Rick's cock But not quite. Rick wasn't a prideful man, but he was a 


man 
Jon cocked his head, eyes wide. "What do you." 

"Use it on yourself" Rick grinned, showing teeth. "What? You're not getting shy now, are you?" 
'N- no." 

"Because you put on quite a show for me earlier.” 


Jon grinned a catlike grin at him as he slid down the bed, lifted his knees, spread his legs. Rick watched, long 
legs casually sprawled, as he carelessly poured a dollop of lube into his hands and began to finger himself open. 


He had practice, Rick could tell, and he was wonderfully responsive. Jon rubbed his fingers around, teasing 


himself, and then slowly pushed one in. 


"More lube," Rick advised and Jon took him up on the suggestion, slicking himself up and sliding two fingers in, 
and out, and in, and out. Rick watched the tantalizing motion. It gave him all sorts of ideas. It gave Jon ideas too 
- ideas related to Rick's incalculable keyboarding skills. He wiggled his hips, imagining Rick's digits inside him. Ohh, 
that was blessed. 


"Go on then," his master encouraged. "| want an idea of what it will be like when | fuck you." 


Jon nodded breathlessly. He picked up the toy and slowly, slowly pushed it inside himself, inch by inch. It wasn't 
like a person, like a man, like Rick, but Jon loved the feeling anyway, the unyieldingness of the silicone. The air 
around him and above him felt empty, but that only served to enhance the sensations congregating at a single 
point, low in his body. He pushed and wiggled and arched his hips until he felt the toy hit that spot deep inside, 
that spot that put everything else to shame. His hands pushed and pulled, his hips gyrated, and he closed his 
eyes and pretended that it was Rick who was setting the rhythm. 


Rick, for his part, was starting to feel more than a bit hot under the collar but if there was one thing he was 
good at, it was self-control. He simply watched as Jon fucked himself, pushed solo to the brink. He listened to 
the moans, the whimpers, the sighs. 


"Rick - Rick, please," Jon gasped, and Rick suddenly noticed that Jon wasn't touching his own cock, hard as it 
was and aching as it must have been. It took him a moment to realize why, and when he did, he smiled, dark 


and lazy. 


"Stroke yourself, then," he said as coolly as possible, and Jon's hand - the hand that wasn't fucking himself 
with a plastic phallus, obviously - nearly flew to his cock and his movements increased in speed and urgency. 


Fucking, jerking, until finally he cried out and came. 


Once he'd had his orgasm, Rick was there, brushing aside his hair, fluffing his pillows, cleaning him up. 

"Good boy," he whispered, kissing Jon's forehead. He rubbed lotion into his back and ordered room service and 
Jon fell asleep happy and full. 

It wasn't until a week later that they were able to get a room together. There was no alone time, not in the 
rush of the shows, but Rick passed by him backstage and bent down to whisper in his ear. 

"Tonight, | take you." 

Rick attempted to walk away suavely, but he was stopped by Jon's hand grabbing at his shirt and pulling back. 
The smaller man stood on his tiptoes and gave Rick a quick kiss. Then he winked and was gone. He was a free 
spirit, Jon wasn't. Couldn't be tied down 


Or could he? 


All the rope Rick managed to find among their stage supplies was far to rough for his liking. Spanking, fine; 
flogging, great; chafing, not particularly sexy. He dug through suitcases until he found two long, thin scarves 
made from a lightweight material that wouldn't stretch or tear. Perfect. 


(Chris and Steve would never miss them) 


Rick didn't consider himself to be a particularly romantic sort of man, but he ordered champagne and 


strawberries to the room anyway. The look on Jon's face was worth the truly exorbitant sum. 
"Oh, Rick," Jon giggled, sipping at his glass of bubbly. "I feel positively like a princess, | do." 
"Don't be silly. You're a bloke." 

"A princess, Rick." 


There was no arguing with Jon, and when he saw the way the strawberries stained his lips pink, Rick really 


didn't want to. 

They found themselves on the bed, sharing strawberry-sweet kisses. Juicy, Rick thought. Jon had perched 
himself in Rick's lap - all the better for Rick to get two handfuls of that perfect ass with - and he was 
wiggling around quite actively. 


"Do you ever stay still?" Rick breathed as he kissed up the side of Jon's neck. 


"Not usually," Jon admitted. 


"| guess I'll just have to tie you down then, hm?" Rick looked carefully to gauge Jon's reaction, despite the 


calculated carelessness of his voice. 
Jon looked like Christmas had come early. And twice. Rick flipped them over, pinning Jon to the bed. 


"Stay here and get naked," he ordered as he stood. Jon obeyed eagerly, pausing in the middle of getting his 
trousers off to ogle Rick, who figured it was just about time to do nudity himself. 


He returned to the - thankfully large, and with posts - bed with his scarves and the bottle of lube. 


"Give me your hands," he said, gently kissing Jon's knuckles before tying one wrist to each bedpost. "Are they 
good? You comfortable?" 


Jon gave a tug and the knots held fast. They weren't too tight, but they weren't so loose that he could 


accidentally escape. Which would ruin the fun 
"I'm stuck," he informed Rick. 


"Good," Rick replied, kissing Jon He trailed his lips down Jon's neck, across his chest, down his stomach which 
rose and fell quickly as his breath came to him. He stopped just short of Jon's arousal. 


"Rick," Jon whimpered. "Will you - will you touch me?" 
"If you ask nicely." 
"Please - please, please touch me, Rick?" 


He reached for the lube and slicked up his fingers. Jon gasped at the touch, arched his hips to get more, but 


found himself unable to get very far, between the scarves and Rick's weight, pinning him down. 
"M- more!" 


"Don't be greedy,’ Rick hummed, circling the tip of his finger around Jon's entrance before slowly sliding it in. 


Jon sighed, relaxing. 

Rick was just as eager as Jon was, but he controlled himself, making sure to carefully work the smaller man 
open - and to tease him a bit, as well. Keyboards might not have been the go-to instrument for attracting 
girls, but they afforded him a certain set of skills that came in quite handy, and anyway, Rick wasn't all that 
interested in girls. 


He wasn't all that interested in anyone, at that moment, except Jon, squirming and whimpering beneath him. 


"Beg me for it," Rick murmured into Jon's ear. 


"Fuck me, Rick, come on, please-" Jon cut off with a groan as Rick slid inside him, burying himself to the hilt in 
the slick, tight heat. He flexed his fingers, grabbing the cloth of the scarves just to have something to hold 
onto. Rick was able to grab hold of Jon's hips, gripping him so tightly that Jon thought - hoped - that bruises 
would be left. Blooming flowers in the shape of ten fingers. He liked that idea. 

"Wrap your legs around me," Rick said, and Jon did, nearly yelping when he realized how much more beneficial 
the new angle was. He held Rick as close as possible, short legs barely reaching all the way around, as Rick 
pounded into him, slowly at first - and then faster, and faster, filling him up until he thought he might burst 
and bubble over in joy. 

And then he did. 


He cried out like birdsong when his orgasm hit, chirped until his throat was rough, until Rick let himself go and 
spent himself inside Jon, nails digging into his hips and teeth pressed to his shoulder. 


"We should get you a bath," he said a few minutes later as he untied Jon's wrists. 


‘Oh, certainly, but not yet, | think," Jon yawned. He patted the pillow next to him. "Come sleep beside me, my 


wizard. You've tired yourself as well." 


| suppose," Rick grumbled, stretching out and throwing an arm over Jon. After a few minutes, when he was 


just about ready to drift off to sleep, he asked his question. 
"Was it what you wanted?" 
Jon grinned, nuzzling against Rick's chest. 


"You were. All | dreamed and more." 


In the room next door, Bill and Steve sat awkwardly across the bed from each other, an empty bottle of vodka 


between them. They both locked vaguely shellshocked, and both felt far too sober for what they had heard 
"Do you think the Fish knows?" Bill finally asked, voice abnormally squeaky 

"| don't want to be the one to tell him," Steve said hurriedly 

They stared at everything except each other for a few more moments. 


"It sounded - enjoyable," Steve postulated. 


"Can't deny it" He paused. "Have you ever-" 
"Oh, no. But if you~" 

"Im just saying-" 

"It might be~" 


"Oh." 
"Well then." 


"Indeed." 


